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	A Part of Me

A part of me couldn't believe that this was actually happening; that my first and best friend was being put on that boat way down at the docks. I watched as the Viking loaded the ship with supplies while they lowered my friend onto the long ship.

A part of me wanted to run down there, to the docks, and fight my way to him. To be, and stay, with him for as long as I could. But I know that that couldn't happen, I would never be able to make my way through such a large group of Vikings on my own.

A part of me expected this to all be some cruel joke that these people were playing on me. That, at any moment, Astrid, Snotlout, or one of the other Vikings would come up to me and yell "Surprise!" That what was happening wasn't real and would soon be undone.

A part of me couldn't comprehend the simple fact that I would probably never see him again. That we would never fly together, sit in the Cove with each other late into the night, or even see each other ever again. We would never experience, together, the pure exhilaration of plummeting through the sky together knowing that neither would let the other truly fall.

A part of me wanted to run down there and pull him off of that Thors damned ship and take him away from all of these people. He is- was mine, and I was his and together we made a whole. He was the missing piece in my life that I didn't know I was lacking. He taught me so much about his kind. I can only hope I returned the favor.

A part of me wondered if this was a dream. That I would wake up in the Cove and find my flight-partner sitting right next to me. That nothing since this morning was real and we could go on living our life just as before.

A part of me knows that this was inevitable. That one day, this would happen and we would be violently ripped apart. I just didn't know how much it would hurt, like someone ripped out my heart and cut it into pieces. A feeling I had hoped I would never have to experience. Yet, here we are; with me on this lonely cliff side and my best friend strapped to that boat down in the bay.

A part of me wants to believe that he will get up, walk onto that dock, and come back to me. That he will go back to the Cove with me; pretend that this never happened and have a good laugh.

A part of me was on that boat far below me. A part that I had survived with before, but I could not imagine living without him now. A part of me would forever be out of reach physically. Yet I knew that the memories and thoughts I held of him would always keep him close to me in spirit.

A part of me left this world when the ship was released from the dock and set out to sea. A small gathering of Vikings stood by me, Astrid among them. Then, after several moments of free sailing, they all lifted their bows. Arrows were nocked and then set aflame. A silent order went among them and the arrows took flight.

A part of me felt the new tail that he had made for me. An improved version of the self-flying tail that Hiccup had made for that winter's holiday so long ago. Now, without Hiccup, I would still be able to fly and live alone. But I did not want to live alone. I wanted to live with him.

A part of me wanted to get rid of it again. Flying without him would not be the same. But the more pragmatic side of me won out. Hiccups last gift would stay with me for as long as I remained in this land.

A part of me couldn't watch as the flaming arrows traced their way through the sky and landed on the long ship. The boat quickly caught flames and enshrouded my Rider. With those flames brought the end to one of the largest parts of me, Hiccup. Chief of Berk, Husband, Dragon Trainer and many other things, but most importantly:

He was a part of me.

* * *

><p><strong>So, yeah, that's my first story. I hoped that I at least confused you for a moment about who I was talking about. Just in case you still don't get it. It's Toothless' POV talking about Hiccup's funeral. I just… I don't know why exactly I wrote this. The idea has been floating around for a while in my head. Let me know what you think and if you liked it. I don't know that I'll write more (I much rather reading than writing). But I think I like this one enough to post it.<strong>


End file.
